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"Are you all right?" 

Duff got a glimpse of haunted eyes before Slash's face closed down into an indifferent expression He tried not 
to react; Slash didn't like it when people made too much of a fuss. It was hard to see because he didn't 
deserve this, but then who did? 

He watched while Slash flicked the edge of his thumb against the spot, and examined it. 


"Fucker needs to take some anger management," was all he would say. 


Like it was nothing. No big deal. Just another bit of insanity in the midst of the chaos that was Guns N Roses. 
Axl was stressed out, he had a lot on his plate, and guys hit each other all the time, right? And for no reason. 
So things got a little rough from time to time, so what? Shit like this was bound to happen on tour, and Slash 


was no pussy to make a big deal over something so stupid as a bloodied nose. 


And put me in a pink tutu and call me a ballerina, Duff thought. It was a fucking lie, but try and get Slash to 
admit that. Duff knew he'd be dancing as the Sugar Plum Fairy before that would happen. 


He reached into his drink, and pulled out some ice. "Here," he said, holding it out to Slash, hoping he'd take it. 
Not that it was much, but it was something. 


Slash hesitated, giving Duff a quick glance before sliding his eyes away. He took the ice, and held it gingerly to 
his face. Then, as if some kind of shame he could not beat down came over him, he bowed his head, hiding 


behind his hair. 


Lift your head," Duff hooked thumb and forefinger beneath Slash's chin, guiding his head back so that the 
bleeding would stop. "Lean back. It's the only way." 


The black curls fell away from his face as Slash complied. Duff sat beside him, offering his silent support while 
the melting ice mingled with the blood coursing down Slash's chin. Neither of them said a word; there was 
nothing to say. Slash wouldn't listen even if Duff was inclined to lecture him, and Duff had long since given up 
trying to convince him to stand up to Axl. There came a time when you had to let friends lie in the bed they 
made, and it was obvious that Slash wasn't ready to leave his. All Duff could do was be there for him. 


The ice had melted, and yet Slash hadn't moved. Duff could still see the line of tension radiating down from his 
jaw into the rest of his body. That's how it was with Slash. He didn't talk about his feelings or at least, not the 
ones he held close to the bone. Ask him how he was doing at any given moment, and he would say everything 
was cool. You had to learn to read the signs with Slash; learn to read the subtle nuances contained in his body 
language and in the hidden meanings behind his words. It was like a whole other language, and Duff had been 
around him enough to have become fluent. Slash was deeply hurt, but he would never own up to that. Not for 


all the opium in China would he ever admit it, and Slash liked opium. 


There was nothing left for it. Duff gathered him in his arms and held him close to his chest. It was the least 
he could do. 


